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Bene* Troth my Lord^I haue played the part of Lady 
Fame, I found him hecrc as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
Warren J told him,and I thinke,told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make htm a 
garland,as being forfaken,or to bindc him a rod 9 as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. o 

P edro* To be whip^what's his fault ? 

Bent* The flat tranfgreffion of a 5choole4>oy , who 
being oucr-ioyed with finding a birds neft, fhewes it his 
companioned he ftcales U. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgrefllon ? the 
tranfgrcffloH is in the dealer, 

s Ben. Yet it had not beencamiffetherodhad becne 
made, and the garland too t for the garland he might haue 
wornc himfeifc,and the rod hee might haue beftowedon 
you,who(as I take itjhaue ftolne his bird* neft, 

Pedro* I will but teach them to fing, and reftorc them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their finginganfwer your faying,by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro* The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel! to you , the 
Gentleman that daunft with her , told her fhee is much 
wrong'd by yon, 

Bene 4 O Ihe mifufde me paft rhe indurancc of a block ; 
an oak e but with one greene leateon ic^ would haue an- 
fwcred her; my very vu or began to aiTumc hfe.and fcold 
withhers flicctoldmec, not tjbinking I had bcencmy 
felfe, that I was the Princes letter, and that I wat duller 
then a great thaw, hudlingjeft vpon ieft , with fuch im- 
pofTibie conueiancc vpon me, that I flood like a man at a 
ttiarkfjWith a whole army fiiooting at me : Ihec fpeakes 
poynyards, and euery word ttabbes : if her breach were 
as terrible as terminations, there were ^oliuing neerc 
her, fhe would infe£t to the north fiarre : I would not 
marry her,though fhe were indo wed with all that Adam 
h ad left him before be tr an fg reft, fhe would haucmade 
Hercules haue turnd fpit, yea > and ha*ie cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, taike not *>fhcr 5 you fhali finde 
her the infernal 1 Ace in good apparel]. I would to God 
fomcfcholler would coniure her, for ccrtainely while flic 
is hecre, a man may liuc as quiet in hell,as in a fanftuary, 
andpeoplc finne vpon purpofe, becaufe they would goc 
thither, lb indeed all difquict, horror , and perturbation 
followes her. 

Enter Claudia and Beatrice ¥ Lemate^ Hero* 

Pedro* Looke heerc fhe comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruice to 
the worlds end ? I will goc on the (lighted arrand now 
to the Antypodcs that you can deuifa to fend me on ; I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from ihcfurtheft inch 
of Afia : bring you the length of Prefler hhns foot: fetch 
you ahayre off the great £ bamsbtzrd : doe you any em- 
baffage to the Pigmies ^ rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy ; you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro* Nonc^butto defire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir^heercs a dilh I loue net ? I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit* 
. pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of 
Signior "Benedtcke* 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it me a while, and I 
gauehini vfe for it, a double heart for afinglc one, marry 
once before hewonnc it ofmcc,with falfe dice^therefore 
your Grace may well fay I haueloft it. 



otM 


Bm. So I w©«ld not he fhould do me, my Lord 1 a 
Uhould procue the mother of foole* : 1 haue brol 1 
^•ount CUudio^hom you fem me to feeke. lx 
Peek*. Why hew now Count, wherforearcvem 
CW t NotfadmyLord. y<mfa * 
Pedro, How then ? Acker* 
Claud. Neither,my Lord. 
Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor m cm . 
nor well : but ciutll Ceunt,ciuill as an Orange,and fo m 
thing of a icalotts complexion- 

Pedro, lfaith Lady, I thinkc your blazon to be true 
though Ilcbefwome, if hee be io, his conceit iif a [f c ! 
heerc CI*mdi* M I haue wooed in thy name , and faire Met 
is won 1 1 haue broke with her father, and his goat 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God 


is won » I haue broke with her father, and his °ood 
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Leon4. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my for tunes : his grace hath made the matchj&allprict 
fay, Amen to it. h 

Be*tr* Speake Count, tis your C^u, 

Claud. Silence is the pcrfcacft Herault of ioy, l mt 
but little happy if I could fay, how much ? Lady^ai y otl 
are mine, I am yours^I giue away my fclfcfor you id 
d oat vpon the exchange. 

Beat, Speake cofin,or (if you cannot) flop his mouth 
With a kiffe, and let not him fpeake neither. 

Pedro. Infaich Lady you hauea merry heart. 

Beat r. Yea my Lord I thanke ir,p oore foole it keepei 
on the windy fide of Carc,my coofin telk him in his care 
that he is in my heart. 

Clau, And fo fhe doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thu* goes euery ent 
to the world but I a and I am fun-burn'd,! may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Ptdra. Lady Beatrice^ I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haueonc ofy our fathers getting; 
hath your Grace neVe a brocher like you? your fathei 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them* 

Prince. Will you ha ] ie mc ? Lady. 

'Beat. No^my Lord, vnlcffe I might haue another for 
working-daies, your Grace is toocoftlyto weareeuerie 
day ; bm 1 befeech your Grace par don mce, I was borne 
to fpcake all mirth, and no matrer. 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me, and to bemer* 
ty, beft becomes you,for out of qucftion ^you were born 
in a merry howre. 

'Beatr \ No fure my Lord, my Mother cried,but then 
there was a ftarredaunfl^ndvndcr that was Iborne:co- 
fins God giue you ioy* 

Lemato* Neece^will yon looke to thofe things I cold 
you of ? 

Beat. I cry yon mercy Vncle,by your Graces pardon, 

Sxit Bidtriee, 

tprwee. By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady. 

hem* There's little of the melancholy clement inher 
my Lord, flhe is neuer fad,but when Ihc Hcepes, andnot 
euer fad thenrfor I haue heard my daughter fiy,flic hath 
often dreamt of vnhappineffe, and wakt her fclfe with 
laughing. 

Pedro. Shee cannot indure to heare tell of a husbands 
Lemma* Q M by no mcancs > flic mocks all her wooer* 
out of fuite* 

Prime* She were an excellent wife far Benedick* 
Lemat* . O Lord, my Lord* if they were but a wceke 

married, 
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to goe ro 


^r^i^Vould talkcthemfelutt roadde. 
owned, l »l cUft dio t when rocanc you 

cho ; ch f to « i ° rrow m y Lordj Timc s ° cs on crutches » 

■,,Vouehauc all his rite's. 

tl1 7 \u Not till rooiiday, my deare fonnc, which ls 
2 fcucn night.and a time too bricfc too 3 to haue 

,11 things ^^yeufi^ke the head at fo long a brca- 
F "Ti: I warrant thee r/W/», the time fliall not goe 
t!l 'Kvs lwillinthei»«n>«, vndettakeoneot Her- 
d " vLrs which is, to bring Signior BatdUkt and the 
7°;„ ff inE0 a mountaine of affeftion, th'onc with 
, \ r I mould faine haue it a match , and I Houbt not 
&on it, ifyoa three will but miniiter fuch affi- 
^^"cTfhall^iuevoudireflion. 
^%Ul»&tJ»', though itcoftmee 

CU*L And I my Lord. 
Prirt And you to gentle 

mi I will doe any modeft office.my Lord. tohelpc 
,„fin ro a good husband. 
y M>l iJ Benedict nor the vnhopefullcft husband 
Art I know : thus farre can [ praifehim.hee is of a noble 
Ee Xptoaed valour^d confirm'd honefty t I wil 

nlouLvithW^.and^withyourtWphelpc^w^ 
fopiaftifeon«««^, that in ^dpight of his quicke 
Z iid his queafic ft€nn«ke f hce fhall tall in loue with 
gtoirfai it wee can doe this, Cupid is no tooger an Ar- 
cher his dory toall be ours, for wee arethconely loue- 
a 0 il goc in with iMjftnd I will cell you my drift. Exit. 
h Enter lohn and Horacbiv, 

It is fo, the Count Clmito Qui marry the daugh- 
ter of Learnt^ 

Sera. YeamyLord^utlcancroflc ir, 

Uhn, Any barre.any erode, any impeditnent.will be 
indicinablc to mc, I am ficke indirpleafuretohim, and 
whaifoeuer comes athwart his afii£lion l rangeseuenfy 
with mine>ho%v canft thou croifc this marriage > 

Btrr* Not honeftly my Lord, but fo conettIy J that no 
difhoncfty fliall appearc in me. 

Iokn. Shew mcbreefcly ho\Vi 

Stfr. I thinke I told your Lordfhip ayeere fince.howf 
'tuochl am in the fauour of Margaret, the waiting gentle- 
woniiin to Here. 

hhn* I remember. 

Bw* I can it any vnfcafoaable inftant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

hbn. What life is in that,to be the death of this mar- 
riage? 

Ber. The poyfon of that lie^ in you ro temper, goe 
you to the Prince your brother/p arc not to tell him,that 
hee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
fiwdw, whofe eftimation do you mightily hold vp, to a 
contaminated ftale/ucha one as Hew* 

fohft* What ptoofe fhalll make of chat ? 

Bor. Proofe enough, to mifufe the Prince , t« vexe 
ClmdhjLo vndoe tor*, and kill Leevato, looke you for a- 
nyotherifluc? 

M», Ouely to defpight chcm,I will endeauour any 
thing, 

Ber, Goe then^ftnde mc a rweere howre , to draw on 
?Wtt>atidtiie Count ftaudi$ alone, tell them that you 
know that Hot loue* me, intend a kinde of zeale both 
to the Prince and Ctaudfe ( as in a lone of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends rcpu> 
cation^ who is thus like to becofen'd with the fcmblancc 
ofamaid,thatyou hauedifcouer*d thus: chey will fcarce- 
ly beleenethis without trial]; offer them inftanccs which 
fliall bearc no lefle likelihood , than to fee nice at her 
chamber window,heare mc call U^Iargam^ Hero ; heare 
Margaret termeme Claudiv 2 and bring them to fee this 
the very night before the intended wedding , for in the 
rneaneume, I will fo faftiion the matter, chatiftn* fliall 
be abfenr^and there fhali appeare fuch feemmg truths of 
Herees difloyaltie, tbat iealouHe fliall becal'd affurance , 
and all the preparation ouerthrownc, 

lohn* Grow this to what aduerfe iflhe it can f I will 
putii in pra&ife: be cunning in the working this f and 
thv fee is a thoufand ducates. 

Bar, Be tliou conflanc in the accufation, and my cun- 
ning fhallnotiliamc me. 

hhn* I will prefentlit goe lcarne their day of marri 


age. 


'Bene. Boy. 
Boy. 


Enter Benedick* al*ne. 


Sign* or. 


BeneAn my chamber window lies a booke^ bring it 
hither to me in the orchard* 

Boy. ] am heerc already fir. Exit. 
Bene. I know chat s but I would haue thee henctj and 
heerc againc. I doe much wonder , that one man feeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
behauiours to loue, will after hee hath Iaught at fuch 
fhallow follie* in others , become the argument of his 
owne fcorne, by falling in loue, & fuch a man is Claudia, 
I haue known when there wa^no muficke with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now bad hee mher heare the 
taber and the pipe; I haue knowne when he would haue 
walkc ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor^and now will 
he lie ten nigh ts a w ake earning the fa fh ion of a new dub ~ 
let: he was wont to fpeake plaine^ ro the pur pofe (like 
an honeft man & a louldser) and now is he turu'd ortho- 
graphy, his words are a very fantafticallbanquet, iuft fo 
many ftrange diihes ; may 1 be fo conueued, & fee with 
thefeeyes? I cannot tell, I thinkc not : I willnotbee 
fworoe, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,but He 
take my oath on it, till he haue made an oyfterof me, he 
fliallncuermakeme fuch a foole: one w r oman is faire^yet 
I am well : another is wife,yet I am well : another vertu- 
ousj yet I am well : but till allgraccsbein one woman, 
one woman fhali nocenmein my grace: rich /hee fliall 
bejthat's ccrtaine : wife 3 or lie none : vertuous 5 or lie ne- 
uer cheapen her : fairc.or lie neuer looke on herrmilde, 
or comcnot neerc me ; Noble a or not for an Angell : of 
good difcourfe :an excellent Mufitiau.and her hairelhal 
be of what colour it pleafe God t hah / the Prince and 
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor, 

Enter ?rince % Leanatafilmdi^ dnd Ucke Wilfw* 

Prix* Come,ftiall we heare this mufickr ? 

ClAud* Yea my good Lord : how ftill theeuening is, 
As hufiit onpurpofc to grace harmonic. 

trin. See you where Benediche hath hid bimfelfe ? 

CUh, O very well my Lord; the muficke ended. 
Wee 11 fir the kid- foxe with a penny worth* 

Prince* Come Bahhafar^ittW heare that fong again, 

Bolth. O good my Lord^taxe not fo bad a voyce. 
To flander muficke any more then once, 

Prix* It is the witneffe ftiil of atccllency , 

To 
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